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NSUN roftcn haunt tni woak 

of Don DeliQo — wtiispetvd secrets, hid- 
den dctrinifi, psisooiM duK ripen into 
fK^h In htt compeliiiif new oorel, liftm, 
TVTiUft wsdes Into the ■— i iwfinn of 
John F. Kennedy, that muddy wuenhed 
in ow aarioa’s pi^duc history and the hap- 
piest of wallows W men whose dreams niD . 
to coospincy. 

There is, of oootk, nmethini fishy 
about writi^ a book for the 2Stfa anniver- 
sary of a murder, but DeLiUo’s 
desire to nuke a se nsa tion has not 
ted him to dilute his disquieting vi- 

Although drawn from facx, 

LArak MI badiouMty unacnling aa 
its purely fictional pt ed c ce oo r s; in- 
deed, coming in the wake of Tkt 
Saama and Whiu Naim (DeLflb's 
finest and most lacerating work), 
this non-fictian novel ihows its SI* 
year-old author to be in hb creative 
prime. 

Lee Oswald is DeUUo'i mortal, 
guilty and-bero, and the book takes 
hi riil* from his lodJac sign, libra 
(The Balance). One may sense an 
irony here. Car the historical 
Os«^ wu notoriouily unbal- 
aaced, a loser who careened out of 
control; yet Libra hseif is carefoDy 
weighted, neatly halanrhrg the per- 
sonal, and cosmic fiorcei 




that cieaied those “six pmnt ntoe 
seooods of best and light*' on chat 
gny day in Dallas. 

Delito traces Oswald's Ufis fiom 
hh moeiablc childhood whh his 
mother, a mad madonna of aelf- 
jusdficnion, through the shnn, sad 
adulthood of a sdf-deacribed **xsro 
in the system.'* Cursed with ■ long- 
ing fbr self-annihilatioo, Lee 
Oswald tpakk h» 24 yean seeking 
an impoaa&k deliverance. He fim- 
des himself a Cornmunist, ioioi the 
Marines, defects to the Soviet 
Union (wheie he meets bis wife, 
Marina), retunu m the Statea, 
Stans bnuaizing about a lift in 
Castro's Cuba and finally adiievcs 
ia£uny as boch a killer ^ a dler. 

Hia dcRiny k evoked by Uira'i 
opening pa ra g rap h, sec durin g 
Lee*s chiklbood in the Bronx: 

Tkuioat(htytarkirod$thtwhtDeiy 
M dit tiub At cqy, soo haaubtd 
mUs irsck. Ht lihtd to aand at du 
fiom ^ tki fint car, haadtflat of s eu r 
dmibm. TTutrammaihtdArautfidm 
dark PtopU aood on local pUufonm 
starng iwcDAere, a look dta^*d ham 
praaiemi for yaan. Ht kind of toon- 
dtrod, spmdatf past, who tkty naify 
nun. His tody fhtatrad M dit fastta 
urtKhtL Thty wtm so fast amtama 
ht dtoai^ duty wtn on du tdgt of nO’ 
cenooL Tktrtcdstvmpiubadtoakod 
of pate ht aitorhtd at a pmonal utt 
Anadur crat^f-a*x cstrvt. Than was to 
muck iron m du »omd of doom aaroa 





StSMIVIER 

tmu it,Hkta wyym 
wkmyoa art htrU. 



The pasnge Is vintage DeLillo — dean, 
forcefiil, perhaps a shade mo tasty in its 
«tmttg about the boo. (DeLQlo often over- 
vrrites but docs so magnificently.) In one 
brief paragraph he oq;icures Lee’s dhoon- 
from other people and his **kiod 
of'* vi^ueneas, hu painiul search for peak 
>.p*iw«^iee and the Mmrinrsa of his hfo 
journey. Here, and ever after, Lee goes 
«wia>hitig through the darkness, carried 
along by snme force ht doesn’t understand 
. can it hisury, destiny or maybe simp le 
bad Whatever the name, hia story re- 
hearses one of DeliDo’s favorite themes: 
tbat ptocs, real and ficrional, have the ten- 
dency to move toward death. 



mooses 

bcRSoe srithin the historical mu^ the 
bhury Z^irader film of die a ssa s s ination , 
the daisy diain of co rpses left in hi tc^, 
the 26-vohune Warren Report vdiich 
(Branch thinks) is “the megaton novel 
James Joyce srould have written if he’d 
moved m Iowa Gty and lived to be a hun- 
dred.'* Endowed srith years of historical 
p ers p ectiv e , Beanefa’s ipecol ii ions give 
rut .Tin the m tiff oo some of hia 

imry’t cuhiual tn ea n i n gs: 

**AJTIA oswato," UANCM THINKS, 

“men in Aiaesia are oo longer required m 
lead lives of quiet dcapexatioa. You apply 
for a ciedh card, buy a handgun, travel 
through cirics, suburbs and shopping 
mails, anonymous, loonymous, looking 
for a dunce m take a shot at the fim pufily 



literary foil. BY 



empty fiuDOtts fooe, just m let people know 
there is s omeon e out there who reads the 
pspen." 

Don DeliDo obvhm a ty reads the papers 
every <fay. His work pulses with topical 
thexM, pop<ulnue savvy, the wbok neon 
rush of Americana, srhich (not cohiriden- 
caUy) is the tide of hu first noveL If ever a 
book predicted a career, h was that one, in 
which the hero leaves bis job in TV m 
nuke a '’great seeking leap into the depths 
of Amerka.** DeLfflo leiqic whh him in 
Anurieana, and has been leaping ever 
since, tmo the hoc-trib of our narional ob- 
sesskau, be they the plcasozes of football 
CEndZent), rock Bt roQ (Cosar Jbiur Strut) 
and poroognqihy (Jbaaanf Dog), or the 



rigors of (Raour't Star), terrorism 

(Ploym) snd technolofy (While News). In- 
sph^ by Tbomas Pynchoo, who (he 
claims) set the stakes for their literary gen- 
erackm, DeLtlfo possoses a ferocious sense 
of — he tries m embrace every- 

diing from dm saDieN conmurcial jingles to 
the “white noise’' of dcs th 

Critics sameomes call DeLillo a novelist 

of but he might moir accurately be 
termed a novelist of ducotmu — spordng, 
y4.«tTiflr , mudr«l, academic. DeLillo 
charactexistkally burrows imo a vocation 
or milieu, out its metaphorical im- 

scrutinizing hs voca b u l a r y for 
some special radiance, a symbolic phos- 
phorescence. He is ittracted, in parricuiar, 
to tboae behaviori and messages that go 
beyond the usual <-K«nnyU of communica- 
tkm. He writes rapdy of s running 
" bsdi't uncatchable speed (“the 
mysterious black gift tfa^ thrills the 
miUioos'*), a rock star’s d e di c a t i on 
to the tiirimtg (**Un- 

dieatned grammars Dost in my 
qMtde,’* goes one lyric from Osar | 
Jonsi Strut), a Mediterr anean cu lt < 
for whom ritual murder restores s « 
primal rdarionship with Meaning. > 
rw. Like James Axd in The Nana, 0 
:% who stalks tboae same cuhiso in 
hopes of s higher, hid de n 

order, DeLillo b pursuing the 
metaphor that will not only unlock 
America (which b uldnutdy epi- 
ik phenomenal) but that might re- 
^ deem “the wotid full of abandoned 

Y ■ meanings’’ (as it b la b eled in Whirr 
V Mws). Which b m say that DeU- 
lo, at bottom, b a religious writer 
living in an age of shattered gods. 

NE 

In hb strongest woriit, be displays 
an unsurpassed gift for tuning into 
the eerie intinutions of Something 
Beyond that surge through every- 
day commerce and pop culture, the 
mysterious psychic frequencies 
. that ettuuute from food processors, 
pubUc service announcements, the 
filmy plastic bags over supermarket 
fruit bins. 

DeLillo’s fwdnarion with the in- 
efihhle, the nameless, the out of 
coQOol may well be a c omp e n sa t o- 
ry dlsboot of hb own daunting for- 
mal controL Cool and often 
schematic, be can be an urmerving- 
ly detached writer blessed with a 
genius for the striking aentence. 
RoU him out of bed at 3 ajn. and 
(one tmagioes) be would imme- 
dbtely start perming txencham 
apcrct^ iigB^ sentence frag- 
mema, strutting metaphon and snappy, 
stylized dtalogue (whidi in Libra sounds a 
bit like Ehnoie Leoioard’s). Though 
DeLiUo switebes narrative anadt from 
book to book — few writen arc more hon- 
orable in their daring — hb proae remains 
recognizably hb own, as hard and bright as 



Jewelry, however, isn’t ahrays called for, 
and DclJlio's style can fidl into mannerism 
(he’s hooked on janing one-seruence para- 
graphs: “ 'Natures spelled backwuds,' 
(he TV said." }; hb flashinrsi can work 
againsi hb derire to stir our deepest feel- 
ings. When Jack Ruby blasts Oswald, the 
reader should feel the shot tmooonaily. 
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coiTiawio fi«a »««i «t 

After alL Deliilo hv ipenc 400 ptfcs mak- 
ing us care about this unail, dreamy man. 
But hia dctcnptioo of OswaU'i reaction ^ 
‘*Hc began his (aO through the worid of 
bun" — is disersetinity doquetu. b calit 
sttention to itself jtm st the nwmeni we 
should be locked on the chsnaer; it pro- 
duces imdJecnial admiration ntber than 
passionate involvemenL Delillo'i indnlity 
to swp shining betrays, I think, an emo- 
donal fuardedness that linuts hit work. 
Despiu the swaoer and variety of hit 
prose, despite the genuinely dreadful 
themes he addresses, his novels sound just 
a bit moootone. They feel emotionally 
tifuiy. 



DcLillo is not (as they say in soccer} a. 
good finisher. Although he sets up wonder- 
ful siniacions seduemg one with conspir- 
acies and metaphysical quests — ha novels 
seldom deliver a sadafying pay-oft (Qoaer 
to realism than Pynchoo, he's c om p elled to 
show what's ta Lot 49.) Some, such as End 
Zmt and Ptaytn, suffer from too mack 
dsrity. There’s something dead about 
them, as if their stories had been quick- 
frozen to that DeLiUo could describe them 
with perfect accuracy. At the other ex- 
treme, his work runs m the vague and por- 
tentous, as if dread wero searching a 
finii« object and the novel just can't pro- 
duce h. 

The touchstone here is Tit Seam, the 
great smbiiknia ftilure at the heart of 



DeliUo's career, a Dord that promiiea the 
awful thrill of reltgioua transcendence only 
to back away from holy terror in the most 
evasive of "titenuy” endings. Ostensibly a 
journey into bloid-knowledge, the story 
stays utterly, exhausdngly amual. U 
DeUUo's woric is frustrsttng despite its un> 
deniable brilliance, the reason is this sun- 
pie; He's not quite able to get out of his 
own clever he^ (ji problem a bt of us 
have). 

IN Ul OSWAIO, D«UUO HAS KMJNO A 

sul^ca to hcb> fill in his oarnuive blind 
spoo. Not only does his story guarantee an 
unforgettable climax — everybody over 3S 
will take oocke at a chapter called 
"November 22" — but Okwald is himself 



THERE'S 
A NEW CHOICE 
IN THE VALLEY 

Untl now. people iMno in the San Ferntntlo \Mley had Rmtscl ch^ 

(hay wanted a doctor with in-(jeplh experience in evetuating and treating 
AIDSfARC 

But now, all that has changed. A group of doctors who have speciaitzed 
in the treasnent of th« diseese since its diacovery has opened oflioes in 
the San Fernando \^sUey. 

The staff has helped develop Innovative AIDS treatment since 1 981 and 
has been instrumental in pioneering many alternative treatment 
programs in the fiekl 

If you teak expert, caring, oompiahanaiva and oonMantlal treat- 
ment or evaluation, cal (111) 769-1011. 

The choice la yours. 




PAUL E. KEITH HI, M.D. 
VICTCHt L. BEER, M.D. 



FAMHYPRAOICE • INTERNAL MEE^IONE • AIDS/ARC • SEXUALLY TRANSMITTED DISEASES 
INFECTXXIS DISEASES • NEUROPSYCHOLOGY • COMPLETE LABORATORY 



12626 RIVERSIDE DRIVE, SUITE 409 
NORTH HOLLYWOOD, CA 91607 
(818) 769-6081 



6200 WILSHIRE BOULEVARD, SUITE 1510 
LOS ANGELES, CA 90048 
(213) 931-1463 



ao pathetic that hit tale will move almcnt ' 
‘anyooe. h i», quite simply, a great story, 
one thai calls for a oovelm's gifts. I n d e ed, 
two decades ago, Nonnan Mailer proposed 
a litenry commission to look iom the Ken- 
nedy assassinauon, arguing that "the soln- 
oon to Presidem Kennedy’s murder will 
not come from legal or govenuneni com- 
misaioni, but from minds deeply grounded 
first and Ian in the mysteries of 
hypotheses, uaoorrupted logic, tragedy 
and metaphor." 

Libra's triumph lies in its Hitmaniring 
evocation of Lee Oswald who, although 
dyslexic, impoverished and violent toward 
hh wife, proves a surprisingly engaging 
hero. Delitto wisely makes no inempt to 
explain him away psychologically bat 
shows how he's dri^ by hts k^'s sunless 
striving. From his opening subway ride to 
hia dying reverie, Oswald'a whole life takes 
the fiora of a search for aaosoendence, an 
attempt to " m er g e with hisuuy ... and 
eacape the dark night of the isolated seif." 
b is an escape attempt marked by shifting 
identiiiei (te sees himaelf as Leon Trotsky, 
a U2 piloc, a fidlow Marine named Hidell), 
fiaught with dashed hopes (Oswald always 
fireh his life is u^oM to make sense), riddled 
with self-dcoepdoos. Even after the asussi- 
nadon ~ fiimoos at last, merged with 
hinocy — DeliUo’s fbrioni hero remains 
es trang ed from the world and from him- 
adt The press repocts keep calling him 
Lee Harvey Oswald, inchiding his middle 
oame as no ooe ever has before; ai the hour 
of his glory, Oswald's name sounds un£i- 
mUiar n> hia own eager ears. 

In hia re«le« aeaich to make his life 
fmm, Lee Oswald comes much doaer to 
our own " normalcy" than we want to be- 
lieve. Few of us pesa our days so desperate- 
ly, of courre, yet DeLiUo gives Oswald's 
dreams and foihJes a fotniliar. personal 
resonance. Oswald’s story is fat wi^ mean- 
ing — » fix that we're tempted m project 
our own fimraaics upon k. 

b’a not surprisiog that some of Libra's 
most moving momentt concern Nicholas 
Bnueb, whose job it is to find the truth be- 
hind the whole sad story. Sitting alone in 
his office (• aoUtary tike Oswald, Uke 
DeLiUo), he k mirounded by sta^ of 
material, factual records that compose "a 
turned dty of trivia where pec^ feel reil 
pain." Bnmch knows the assassination's 
most terrible secret: the absence of a guid- 
ing intenigrncf. Althou^ we warn to be- 
Ueve that "a conspiracy is the perfect 
working of a scheme," the truth is "that 
the conspiracy against the President was a 
r ambling aflfiitr that Succeeded in short 
term due mainly to chance. Deft men and 
foob, ambhralence aixf fixed wUl and what 
the wetther was like." That is, things hap- 
pen but they don't mroR — events lack the 
radiant inner logic that most of us crave. 

And here, DeLiUo suggests, is where fic- 
tion comes in: b confers on events a saving 
logic. "It takes stories to fiU out a life," 
says Oswald’s mother Marguerite, an ^ 
veterate prattler who this time speaks tru- 
ly. k dou take tcories to fiU out a life, to 
carry her nn*i life from barren lactusJlity 
to poigruuu human significance. DeLiUo 
himself seconds this idea in his dosiog 
"Author's Note," when he caUs Libra a 
"refuge" frum the emptiness sod despair 
that accompany our search for literal 
truths, our speculations as m ubimate 

mgattingm 

Refuge -- b may seem a modest oflering 
in a worid of toppled idols aod gutted 
meanings, but OeLUlo is too honcsi, aod 
bleak, an artist to pramiae anything 
more. ■ 
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